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"God bless and prosper you," writes Mr. Vere Gold- 
thwaite, counselor-at-law, of Boston, Mass. "I have read a 
copy of the LIGHT OF INDIA. There is NOTHING LIKE 
IT ON THIS CONTINENT. I would like to write a review 
of "The White Peril' if you would care to publish it, showing 
what a Westerner thinks of your fearless arraignment of our 
so-called civilization. You are absolutely correct." 


TRUTH UTTERED IN LOVE. 


Here is another unsolicited appreciation from a lady from 
same cultured Boston, “The two numbers of the magazine, 
the LIGHT OF INDIA, have been received," she writes, "and 
I desire to acknowledge my appreciation of them. Every ar- 
ticle is full of interest and the fearlessness of its utterances is 
just what is needed. 

"I am glad to have this kind of reading in my home, and 
as soon as read it is passed on to others that they also may 
have the message. 

"May God bless you in your efforts to place the truth 
before the people. Truth when uttered in love is mighty and 
must prevail." 


FROM LOCAL READERS. 


Many are the spoken and written words of warm appreci- 
ation from local readers, but we have no room for quoting 
them all. Only two may be mentioned. "I have never read 
such severe analysis of our ways of life with so much love for 
us," was the verdict of a well known man in Los Angeles. 
Another, a prominent writer, spoke in the same strain. “’Tis 
wonderfully bold," he said, "yet so wisely, so powerfully 
convincing. Your 'Jim' must fascinate every reader—a won- 
derful story." 

SUBSCRIBE NOW! 


Subscribe NOW FOR A WHOLE YEAR. Fill out the 
coupon and send with One Dollar and we will send you free 
FOUR FAMOUS PHOTOGRAPHIC VIEWS of India. 
The views are most beautiful and large and valuable, worth 
One Dollar and fit to be framed and hung in your home— 
possessions you will prize. Only those subscribing within 
December will receive these gifts. 'Those subscribing this 
month for three months only will receive Baba Bharati's 
booklet, “The Heathen Hindoo,” free, 


x Notice to Old Subscribers 


Those who subscribed for three months from October 
will please note that their subscription expires with this issue 
and that they should subscribe for One Year NOW to be en- 
titled to the free gifts of the Indian pictures. 
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Oriental Beauty 


In the way of a magnificent collection of choicest productions of East India hand-made 
rugs, tapestries, scarfs, oriental furniture, metal ware and old armour. 


The major 
portion of this stock comprised a portion of Е. P. Bhumgara's exhibit at the Portland 
exposition. This exhibit is most interesting because in many cases the finished 
product that required years of patient labor. See the line 


Е. P. BHUMGARA ® CO. 


Have on Display at Their Los Angeles Store 
616 SOUTH BROADWAY 


Mr. Bhumgara offers a special sale on Oriental rugs and wishes it understood thi! 
this is not an auction sale. He does not name a price with a 33 1-3 per cent. reduction 


offer. The Bhumgara stores are strictly one-price and buyers are fully protected 
and can depend upon fair treatment. 


Among the many beautiful offerings are cashmere shawls, chaddie shawls, Egyp 
tian scarfs, silver and gold brocade scarfs, kimonos of all shades and colors, $3.50 to 


$35.00. Elegantly embroidered nabob jackets, $3.00 to $5.00. Hanging and table lamps 
of rare design, embroidery, vests, etc. 


Copper, brass and enameled ware from famous cities of India and Persia, Delhi, 
Benares, Cashmere, Damascus, etc. Watch our window every day. 


STORES AT 
BOMBAY, MADRAS, CALCUTTA, 


F. P. BHUMGARA 
Holds 72 Grand Prizes of Award 
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BLESSED BE THE NAME. | d | 
Glory to Gooroo whose light taketh away the darkness of Ты 


the night of ignorance. Blessed be the Name whose breath 
maketh the universes. Blessed be the universes whose firma- 
ment is the breathing of the Lord. Blessed be the breathing of 
the Lord who giveth life unto all creation. Blessed be the crea- 
tion that holdeth in itself even the meaning of the Creator 
Blessed be the Creator who looked upon Himself and, in the 
gazing on His beauty, gave birth to the desire that man be 
created even like unto Himself. Blessed be the desire that gave 
birth unto man. Blessed be the Love that cognized that beauty 
and thrilled and conceived creation into being. Blessed be the 
creation that is lodged in the seed of every heart, and that wakes 
to fruitfulness even at the fertile and warm Smile of the Lord. 
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CHRISTMAS 1906. 


BY ROSE REINHARDT ANTHON. 


Wake, O hearts of men awake! 

Wake, O sleeping world that prays! 
He that woke in Bethlehem, 

Wakes the glory in our days. 
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Rouses hearts to hear the call 
Of the Truth He came to give. T 
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Still across the skies of man 7 
Glows the Star the Wise Men saw, 7 
Now ав in the days of yore— i 
Love is the miracle of Law. 4 
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their streets had falle: 


there before thi 

them unf | X 

the world, so dark it gr bet і 
again, | saw His height was from the hill's ba ( 5 СІ 


bloom of a garden rested on His brow, 
doe was in the eve that shone vith 1 1 t 5 And I, t 


voice that spake, O brothers!” 


So spake the second shephe: And a thi 

"All the night has bi live with a stillm is if the heaver 
close, and methought 11 rd the song of тал strange birds 
the odor of trange flowers ind looking into 
star had grown to moon's estate and threw a path of silver \‹ 
road that leads through r cit See! ] n j vells | 
a path of light. Arise, brothers! Let us follow it [he 1 
prophecy, we will see its fulfillment.’ 

And the three shepherds | the path of st ht 
the stable of an inn where a li resting iger | 
Mary, the mother, bending ov t 
were outspread and the feathers ruffled as if to fl Crow after 
ously thrilled from its long throat. An ass. with rently flappin 


ized on the Babe and the mother's happy eyes A sheep 
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to the manger's side and, with nostrils quivering and wooll 
mg, drew its breath in slow, deep gasps of joy, and an ox open 
great eyes slow-gazing at the Child. And Mary crooned a little cl 
and the roof of the st ible Was as natught, for angi 15’ ew peere 
them from on high 

The shepherds three opened the stable door and entered. 
of light went with them and fell athwart the wide-eyed Bab N 
shadow of the shepherd's staff fell on the breast of Him who la d 


arms outstretched as if to greet a world. Mary gazed and caucht 


to her breast For lo, it was as if a cross o'ershadowed her sweet Rahi 
The shephi rds saw no cross Thev but beheld the shaft of 


caught upon His Brow and held until a crown of light it seemed. Fall 
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Love now does mould you 
vou, and bind you, 
Love which no god or saint or 
Even I who am All Love 
and love.—From “Krishna,” by 
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THE SIGNIFICANCE OF CHRIST'S BIRTHDAY. 


ВУ BABA BHARATI. 


"Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas!” will be on the lips of 
everyone in Christendom on Christmas day. Yet how few will stop 
to think of the deep significance of that blessed day. Even the most 
devout Christian may miss the depth of that significance. It is to him 
the birthday of his Saviour. But what is a Saviour, and how does 
that Saviour save the sinner? What constitutes in Christ the 
Saviourship ? 

His modern ministers are answering these questions daily from 
all the pulpits in Christendom to foster the faith of the faithful. So 
long as such explanations confirm the faith of the devotee in his 
Saviour, they must be pronounced good. But we of the heart of the 
East, who are called heathens by patronizing followers of Jesus 
Christ, have a sort of right to interpret Christ and Uhristian- 
ity, the concept of which is the offspring of Hindoo thought as old 
as Mother Earth. To us Hindoos, whose religion is original Chris- 
tianity, Christ stands out as a greater personality than His modern 
interpreters proclaim Him to be. The Hindoo's concept of God and 
Mis Incarnations are scientific, more scientific indeed than the mate- 
rialistic science of our day. Hindoo science is mental, but it is not 
like the mental science that is now being evolved by anybody and 
everybody in the West. The laws of Hindoo science are practical, 
in that their workings are perceived by well-regulated human minds 
the world over, in all ages. 

The birth of an Incarnation, according to the Hindoo science, 
therefore, is a scientific fact. Christ being an Incarnation, His birth 
was a scientific fact in the world's mental history. It was a revolu- 
tionizing event in the mental world of the West. The birth of Jesus 
Christ was the birth of unbroken God-consciousness to illumine the 
darkness of the Western mentality, That unbroken God-conscious- 
ness was encased in a human body called Jesus. That flesh-embod- 
ied God-consciousness was destined to make millions of minds, who 
would come in touch with it, conscious of God. And it has proved 
so. Through these two thousand years myriads of minds have 
caught the light of that lustrous luminary of the firmament wihin 
them. 

The illuminating radiance embodied as the Babe of Bethlehem 
was cognized and felt by the purified minds of three Wise Men from 
the East, and by the unsophisticated minds of some shepherds, and 
by the inner instincts of some animals who all rushed to the center 
of that radiance, following a call that spoke within hem. That em- 
bodied spiritual light was ushered into the world for matter-blinded 
human beings who could not perceive that blessed Advent because 
of that blindness. 

There let it stand—Christ was unbroken God-consciousness in 
human flesh. Do not try to gild it. It will be like gilding refined 
gold or painting the lily. Neither will it take on any gildng. All 
you can add to that fact is that Christ's unbroken God-consciousness 
was one of the rarest in the world, that it was one of the most potent 
of consciousness, that His soul was millions of God-conscious souls 
in one. Christ's soul was so pure that the Divine Soul shone through 
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| am reveale y livi 1 i0se heart is knit in love. No 
light there is wherein I do not live; no darkness is wher 
My seed perfected in you lives 


in 


І do not peer. 


unknown, it grows and freeth you from 
crooked ways. Unheard it thunders louder than the mountain claps when 
"Krishna," by Baba Bharati. 


they in gladness meet.—From 


The man who seeketh to do good, oft doth lose his aim by becoming 


desirous to reach higher places through that same good—From “Krish- 
na," by Baba Bharati. 


PEEPS INTO THE PURDAH. 


BY BABA BHARATI. 


THE HINDOO WIDOW 


THe Нмооо Wip: | of th vorl fehood 
The worldthat knew th \ ( 1 in he 

were dt ) in i і ul ‘ Lit eu 
in the newest world by the Hindoo widow The Western widow does 
not know her, for she live it thi ntipodes of the Western widow 
Yet her true story may prove the most interesting to We I 
for it cannot fail to provide thi n St sation even greater than 
the Chi I ssion: € vith 

And this story would never h t 

totally false colors wi h 1 ( 

her condition to excite pity in We y 

for the missionary funds whicl tably nexpensivt 
India. Beside 5, the Hin loo vould o! Ject nd be ashan ed to be 
discussed, for she is an old-w iscetic, living away from the new 


world’s Ways and opinions too much wrapt up in the prac tical 
philosophy which she lives to care to know what the outside world 
thinks of that philosophy 

Ihe Hindoo widow is a con 
husband has dropped his bod 
of true conjugal love, the outcome 
is. To the Hindoo wife, her husband can never die 
of his physical shroud she misses, of course, his p 


By the dropping 
ıysical self, but the 
soul of the husband, encased in his mentality, can never be absent from 
her mind, from her heart, from her soul. She herself is nothing but her 
mind, her heart and her soul; she herself is not her body. Our heart, 
the central medium of our soul and consciousness, is all we are, material- 


ized into flesh. This heart again is our organ of attraction; it is by the 
heart that we are attracted and it is the heart that attracts us. Love, 
the attribute of the soul, functioning through the heart, is all-enduring, 
is undying. 

The average Hindoo wife is blessed with this soul-love. But the 
source of the blessing is in her blood, the heredity of the soul-love, for 
husband, of countless generations of wives, transmitted into her heart 
through her blood. It is fostered by the atmosphere in which she 
lives and consolidated by the practical examples of that soul-love 
for husband around her in the family. It is love that is all-enduring, 


it is love that knows no break—not even a dream of a break, for it is 
to her an impossible dream. It is a love that is natural, springing 
from the inmost depth of the enfleshed piece of nature which she repre- 


sents. When her husband dies, that love for him remains. There is 
no reason for it to be disturbed. Her husband has put off his fleshly 
coat, but his soul, encased in his subtle body—cealled astral by Theoso- 
phists—is alive, for the soul never dies, nor is its individuality, encased 
in that subtle body, destroyed unless the center of that subtle body, 
the mind, attains to Nirvana—extinction of all individuality. Therefore, 
to the Hindoo wife, her husband lives after death, hence her love con- 
tinues for him. Тһе Hindoo wife's mentality is born of and founded upon 
the philosophy of life upon which her people have been living from the 
hoariest of ages. Karma and Reincarnation are the two feet of that 
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Hindoos а: 


to descend to the earth dut ng 


f some fresh and fragrant flowers whicl 
and puts in a small wicker basket 


she sits in “pooja” (worship), сгоѕѕ-] ad upon 


ff lows а witl wood paste, to the “lot feet 
of ‚ or Kali—the Motherhood 
enjoined fort nd repeating acred sentences 
The pooja is wound ttp wi rayers to the Deity for 
soul and that of her dead hus This occupies her for at least one 
hour and sometimes two, at the end OL W hi h she prostrate s in hon age, 
touching the ground with her forehead 

Pooja done, she is free to do her portion of the household duties 
and many and varied are these duties she has taken upon herself to 
occupy her mind Her God served, she is ready to serve man with her 


whole will and body, putting her nimble fingers to anything that comes 
in her way which requires doing or mending. And how quickly she 
gets through them all, sweeping floors 
tables. Now comes the time for cooking her meal, and, as she has to 
offer it to her God first before eating it, she has to cook it with purer 
stuffs, cleaner utensils, and in well-washed apparel. It is a simple fare 
she prepares of boiled rice and easily digestible vegetables, fried or 
curried, and dall (lentils). Cooking finished, she places the rice and 
the curry on a metal plate, and offering them with the utmost devotion 
to her De ity, she eats her meal in the solitude of her own room, cleans 
the plate, the bowls and the cooking utensils with ashes and water. 
And, after washing her mouth of all specks of the food she has eaten, 
as well as washing her hands and feet, spreads a portion of her wearing 
cloth upon the floor and is fast asleep in a few minutes. 

She wakes after an hour, washes her face and mouth again and 
takes up some sewing or other light work. This fnishèd, she takes up 
the sacred Ramayana or the M: habh? irata to read and weep in ecstasy 
over the many divine acts of the Hindoo Incarnations of God and of 
the devotees and saints of ancient times. This hour she enjoys most 
except her hour of worship and shuts the book with reluctance. Before 
evening she has another b: ath and, after performing a few more household 
duties, she takes down her sacred Tulsi rosary from its peg, to count its 
beads with the sweet name of Hari (God), and not until she has counted 
it for at least one thousand and eight tim es does she replace the rosary 
on the peg. She then takes a s light repast of sweets and goes to bed, 
but does not drop into sleep before saying her prayers to God once again. 
The next morning she rises again fresh as a lark before dawn, and hurries 
to have her dip in Mother Ganges with pray 


І and returns home before 
the male population of the qua up and stirring. 


cleaning utensils, dressing vege- 


rter of her residence 


This is but a brief sketch of the Hindoo widow. Her life is saintly, 
and though she feels the loss of her dear husband, she is reconciled to 
that loss, and bears up its burden with a resignation born of her belief 
in her past Karma, actions in her past birth, c y the help of the atmos- 
phere of spirituality of the Hindoo home, and which she creates within 
her mind by feeding it with holy thoughts whenever it is disenj 
from attention to work. Work she knows to be her salvation 
mental troubles and she welcomes and takes to it with real pleasure. 
shuns all irreligious company aná flippant talk, and 1s never to be found 
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Al the needs of her religious and 


grumble, nay, with cheerful encouragement 


is made to supply her with spiritual environment: 
her a practical spiritual training д 
Ti I; 1 A 1 4 % which her W tern sister 

he Hindoo widow does not n which her estern sister, 

the Christain missionary 

who can never meet or know her, no more than she knows or cares to 


in her delusion, would extend to 


know him. For the Hindoo widow lives in her own ancient, interior 
world, and is not inclined in the le to get acquainted with the outer 
world of today—the world of the senses, s and sophistry—much 


less with the world beyond that of the Hindoo religion. And yet, 
though she never 1s conceited to claim it, by the standard of her virtues 
the virtues of true womanhood the world over be individually 
judged through even degenerate ages. When the Western world will 
learn to ri spect the individualities of nations, and dive into the inner 
realms within man, then, and not till then, will it understand and appre- 
ciate millions of God's own nuns, called Hindoo Widows, whos al red 
lives are yet sustaining the s: 


ity of Hindoo wedlock and womanhood, 


é 3 1 1 
ts have made monasteries of Hindoo 


and whose holy breath and 
homes. 
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SOUL AFFINITY. 


BY MRS. ARTHUR L. SMITH. 


Our intellect can never reach 
What intuition would unfold ; 
Nor sweetest words of human speech 


The potency of silence hold. 


No outward change of time or plane 
Can mar this perfect whole. 
I concentrate on thee, Beloved, 


Come to my heart—thy goal. 


The sanctuary of thy great soul 
My inward eyes retain; 

And what is written there, Beloved, 
shines on my own celestial plane. 


Ethereal our vibrations are; 
Each soul absorbs the counterpart 

Of its own perfect self, Beloved, 

So rest we, heart with heart. 


VEDIC SEED-THOUGHTS. 
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BY BISHWARUP CHATURVEDI 


Now as to vledge: the teacher [is] the first; the second 
element the pt is]; wisdom their junction; instructi is| the | 
means whereby they conjoined. So far concerning knowledge. 
—Taittiriopanishad, Part I, Sutra 3. (Translation by G. R. S. Mead ) 
| and J. C. Chattopadhyaya.) 
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Knowledge is tall and straight and hard and unbending. It carries 
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Knowledge is the embodiment of manv lives that have lived and ar 
dead. It thrives on the fleeting events of man and the world. Its fo 


dation is without stability, and its crown is the halo of a fleecy mist tl 


appears and vanishes at the kiss of the sun. Knowledge leads to th 


gate of wisdom When the burden of its gathered pack hecomes too 


heavy, then man drops it together with the mantle of his own pride’ 


making, and empty-handed to bathe in the golden waters of wis 


dom whose every drop holds the illumination of what is, was and shal 


be Creator. creation and the E Ws of its Om ration Wisdom is Lift 
and the hand of death hath no place in its precincts. Its stability is th 
ight of its worth, and its diadem is the aura of its own illumination 


A man who hoards his gold, oft learns to love the smile of his golden 
sweetheart and develops into an avaricious creature.—From “Krishna,” 
by Baba Bharati. 
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his way and interlaced vines impeded his progress. His musing was 
soon marred, however, by a shout which he heard and which came 
from a few feet from where he stood listening to it. In another mo- 
ment a Hindoo menial came running to him, salaaming profusely, and 
Said in an excited manner: 

“Sáhib! Sáhib! I have been running everywhere to find you 
for oyer an hour and I was so anxious about you, scouring the 
jungle all this time. And, Sáhib, I thought you were devoured by a 
tiger, you, my mái-báp, you my bread-giver.” 

And the poor man burst out into tears and sobbed, covering his 
face with his palms. In the tenderest mood of his heart in which he 
was at the time, Jim was deeply touched by this expression of genuine 
affection for him from his servant whom he had never treated before 
with any real kindly feeling. Along with the majority of the Anglo- 
Indians, he had looked upon his native servants as poor devils who 
had to be endured like the heat, because he had to be in the country 
on account of the handsome salary and social position he enjoyed 
there; position and money he could not dream of expecting in his 
own country. Yet it had occurred to him many a time that these 
Indian servants were wonderfully intelligent, able and devoted, much 
more than any class of menials he had seen in England. At times 
he had full evidence of their concern and affection for their master. 
But sharing the foolish and hardened conceit of the average English- 
man in India, he had regarded that concern and affection as born 
of nothing but their spirit of servility, Just at this moment, however, 
his heart was, for the first time in his life, softened by the soul-awaken- 
ing by the grace of the Yogi and, therefore, this demonstration of 
affection from his Hindoo servant vibrated through him so forcibly 
that his eyes became moist, and rushing toward him he clasped him in 
his arms, saying: 

"I appreciate your kindness, Mithoo, and your affection, and 1 
never did it before. Pardon me, Mithoo, I have been a Saitán all my 
life, But now, I know better. You are all gods, Mithoo, a race of 
gods, with your qualities of head and heart, and we Sáhibs here are 
veritable Saitáns. Forgive me, oh forgive me, for my past treat- 
ment of you." 

And Jim burst into tears which moistened the head of his servant 
as he kept him still in close embrace, with his chin on his forehead. 

Mithoo was simply surprised at this wonderful change in his 
master's temper and feelings, and he did not know what to think of 
it, although he was blessing all the gods for this sudden transforma- 
tion in this hard-hearted white man. But such was his natural 
reverence for his master, a reverence born in his blood and bred in 
his bone for his bread-giver, that he could not respond to the em- 
brace of his master by embracing him. That would be a lack of 
reverence which even he, illiterate low-caste 
would never betray. He, therefore, kept to 
with his fingers while he sobbed and wept li 


| though he was, 
g the sides of Jim 
ша on his bosom. 

Jim the next moment released Mithoo from: the embrace, drew 
his handkerchief from his pocket, and putting it to his eyes stood 
sobbing before his servant, his servant who had never seen him in 
the least melting attitude in his presence. Mithoo, also wiping the 
tears from his eyes, felt like consoling his master with some sweet 
words. But he did not know what to say, not knowing what the 


matter was with him. Не, therefore, stood before him with h yes 
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on tl ound les, a demonstration 
yf itial tenderness which the Hindoo alone knows how to 
mak Ie did not feel it even proper to a his master as to the 

f his change or tender feeling He, therefore, stood there be- 


fore him in that posture of respectful silence waiting for Jim to ex- 


plai elf if he thought it necessarv. 
thoo's silent query was felt by ]im and he answered it. 
‘You are wanting to know, Mithoo," he said, controlling his 


feelings with an effort and looking at and regarding his servant as a 
friend, “you are wanting to know what is the matter with me, what 
has brought about this sudden and extreme change. I will tell vou, 
Mithoo. It is the work of a god, a god-man, a saint that seldom 
blesses the earth with the touch of his feet. He has changed me 
from the most ferocious human beast into something like a man, a 
man who has caught a glimpse of the divine manhood that is within 
him, by the contact of his personal presence. I wish you had seen 
him, Mithoo, one of your heavenly beings in human flesh. I do not 
even think that he 1s a human being at all or that his flesh is human 


atall. He is all divine and, Mithoo, he has changed my whole mind 


and opened my eyes to the glories of my soul. And l am going to 
live that glorious soul-life, I am going to live with him forever, 


from now on. l will follow him and his teachings to be something 
like the god-man he is, and I am going to sacrifice everything for 
it—wife, child, home, money, everything, everything!” 

As ]im was speaking, Mithoo was trembling with emotion in 


every limb, and as Jim stopped, Mithoo fell on the ground at his feet 

“О Sahib, Sahib,” he shouted as he rolled on the dust, “О Sahib, you 
have become a god yourself and the saint you have seen must be God him 
self. Rama has blessed you with a visit. Rama is an ocean of kindness, 
Ráma, the Lord of Seeta, the Lord of the Universe, who answers the call 
iad merit in 


of love of even the lowest of the low. Sahib, you must have 
your past birth. Yes, Sáhib, you must have done good work, you must 
have loved Ráma much in your past birth to have merited the visit of such 
а holy опе of Rama who has shown you the path of Mukti—freedom. 
But, Sahib, you should not leave your home and leave Memsáhib and 
Johnny Bábá. What will become t them? Men sáhib IS SO good, kind, 


and loving, like a very Luchmee, and Johnny Bábá loves you so much. He 


is so vounz, only three vears old ; he will cry and die for his papa and Mem- 
y g, 1 ) paj 


all be so miserable, 


sáhib will die too, she loves you so. And then we sl 
so unhappy. What will become of us? You are our bread-giver—Un- 
да. We servants are also your children. All we servants work for you 
as your sons and daughters. We look upon you as father and Memsáhib 
as mother and Johnny Bábá as our baby brother. Don't leave us, Sáhib, 
don't make the world dark for us and for your Memsáhib and child. 7 
hib, don't do it. It will break our hearts.” 

This was too much for Jim to bear, this wonderful affection which 
Mithoo, though a low, illiterate Hindoo, expressed for his hitherto hard- 
hearted master at the first manifestation toward him of kindly feeling. 
Jim raised him from the ground and, though trembling with emotion him- 
self, he tried to calm his affectionate servant. 

“Did I not tell you, Mithoo,” he said in broken voice, wiping Mithoo's 
eyes with his own handkerchief, “you are a race of gods and we are all 
saitáns? What wealth of affection you all possess, what undeserved grati- 
tude, for us who treat you with such contempt and cruelty! I have known 
it at last and I want to be like one of you, to live among you and worship 
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your God, who has filled you all with so much of His Own qualities, Go 
I must to join the wonderful Saint. My resolution is made and nothing can 
shake it, and none can persuade me from it. Now, calm yourself and 
listen to me, Mithoo. If you loved me before when I did not deserve your 
love, and if you love me now, as I see you do, help me in my resolution. 
It flashes through me that you are the one who can help me in this my 
greatest need in this life. I am going to ask the permission of my wife to 
let me go back to my Yogi. She will be very much disturbed by it and 
may rouse the whole cantonment against my step. I will treat her kindly 
and provide for her; but my resolution will be unshaken. Nothing can bind 
me to the world any more, Mithoo,” 

"But, Sahib,” began Mithoo with hands folded, in a voice tremulous 
with the tender grief he felt, “but, Sáhib, think well, think long before you 
go, for once you go, you cannot come back. That is the Law of the Holy 
Road. Therefore, think well and long. I cannot teach you, Sahib, you 
are my master, А servant cannot teach a master, but I am telling you the 
law of ascetic life. I am an ignorant man, a foolish rustic, but we hear 
from the ascetics about their law, and I know it because my own brother 
became an ascetic and never came back." 

"You can teach me everything, Mithoo," Jim answered. “The most 
ignorant of your people are wiser than the wisest amongst us, for you all 
live in an atmosphere of wisdom. I know it now, I did not know it be- 
fore. But listen, do not try any more to persuade me not to go, for go 
I must. Now, be my friend and help me. The cantonment people, led by 
my wife, will make a row, but you be my friend. You buy me some 
clothes to put on, so I may flee in disguise at depth of night. If you love 
me, you will do it. Here is some money for you and to buy the clothes 
forme. And, if you will help me flee, I will give you one hundred rupees." 

“No, no,” cried Mithoo with his palms raised in protest, “No, no, Sá- 
hib, I do not want a cowrie—not a shell. Leave every rupee for your wife 
and child. They will need it when you are gone, every rupee. And] 
will never leave Memsáb so long as I live and so long as she wants me. | 
and my wife will take care of your wife and child." 

Jim embraced Mithoo again and they walked in silence side by side 
through the jungle toward the city. 


CHAPTER VI. 


ONCE they were out of the jungle and had struck a path which lay 
across a cattle-grazing ground, more than a mile wide, over which they 
walked toward the spot, where, under the shade of a huge peepul tree, 
their horses were grazing, Jim became lost in thought of the problem 
which confronted him, the problem as to how he would put it to his wife, 
his resolution to study under the Yogi and to induce her to permit him to 
do so. Would he tell her everything that had happened in the jungle? 

His mind answered, “No.” And he knew it was right, for two rea- 
sons, One was, they would not believe it, she and the whole Anglo-Indian 
world. They would rather think he was a dreamer, or a deluded fool, or 
a man who had suddenly turned crazy. They would believe anything but 
the facts as he would tell them. The second reason was that it would be 
impolitic to tell the real story, for that would add to the difficulties of his 
carrying out his resolution. They would call the Yogi an impostor, a 
black magician, a hypnotist who had designs upon his purse, and perhaps 
they would try to find him out and put him to trouble. 


JIM. 


At this last suggestion he smiled as the answer came from within 
him, “Who could put such a powerful Yogi to trouble? They could neyer 
even find him. It is the rarest privilege to come across such a blessed 
one,” And Jím thought of the privilege he had enjoyed. He wondered 
what he had done to merit it. He remembered not a single act of special 
merit in his life which could deserve the privilege of such a Saint's visit, 
and he came to the conclusion that it was really his extreme wickedness 
that drew such a being of extreme love and holiness to him. 

This conclusion started emotions within him once again, but they were 
disturbed by Mithoo who was following him in solemn silence, carrying 
Jim's gun and his own. Absorbed in his thoughts and emotions, Jim was 
walking absentmindedly past the peepul tree where the horses were graz- 
ing. 

“Sahib,” Mithoo called out to him, “here are our horses. If you will 
wait a few minutes, I will saddle them.” 

Jim pulled out his handkerchief once more, wiped his moistened eyes 
and, as Mithoo set down the guns leaning them against the trunk of the 
tree, "Leave them here, Mithoo, those murderous weapons," he said to 
him, “those instruments of cruelty made by the Saitán. I will never touch 
mine, and I don't want you to touch yours, It is sin to touch them.” 

Struck by this fresh evidence of the tenderness which had awakened 
in Jim, Mithoo stood looking at him with a regard which was akin to awe. 
He folded his hands to him and said, bowing his head in homage: 

"Patron of the poor, that is how our holy ones talk and you have 
become a holy one yourself, Sáhib, by the touch of that great soul you have 
met, or else you could not feel such kindness. But let me carry the guns 
home, for if I do not, Memsáb will take me to task for it." 

Jim appreciated the prudence of his servant and the intelligence which 
prompted it, as well as his anxious concern for him and his. "These words 
of Mithoo had also in them the ring of the assurance of his loyalty and 
friendship in his coming need. 

The horses were saddled and as they rode, the servant following the 
master, toward the city which was many miles distant, Jim became once 
more absorbed in revolving plans for the solution of his problem. "The 
more he thought, the more impossible the solution appeared to be. He al- 
most saw all the scenes in succession which would follow the declaration 
of his purpose to his wife—scenes of raging passion-storms, prospective 
storms which would have made any heart less stout than Jim's sink back in 
despair and finally weaken into abandoning his resolution. But Jim felt 
that he was filled with a force of mind unknown to him before. It seemed 
to him that the force was from some unknown depth of the mind, a force 
that nothing could resist, a force which would sweep everything that would 
come before it even if it were a mountain. All he thought of was the 
Yogi and his pupilship at his feet—his soul's development. The scenes of 
passion-storms that pictured themselves before his mind's eye looked hazy, 
made as it were of dream-stuff, and in that haze, and in that indomitable 
will he found his way—the solution of his problem. 

But whatever he was, wicked or harsh to many, he had a very tender 
spot in his heart, and it belonged to his wife. Not that he was always 
kind to her. He was harsh to her also, many times; so much so, that it 
made her weep very bitter tears and at times writhe in agony. But he 
had always repented the next moment and taken her to his bosom upon 
which she would sob away her sorrows inflicted by his temper. Then 
she would smile through her tears and say to him: 
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"After all, Jim, you are a good, good, sweet soul. Do you know, 
Jim, what I think of you at times? I think you are born for a high pur- 
pose. There is some greatness lurking somewhere within you of which 
I catch a glimpse when I think deeply of you over my sewing, when you 
are away, Jim, in your office, Then a queer sensation creeps over me and 
I become sad, oh 50 sad. W hy do | become sad, Jim, sad at the gli 


Ipse of 


your greatness? For I love you, Jim, with all my heart, with all my soul, 


and your greatness ought to make me so proud, make me love you all the 
more, make me all the more joyous for И. But why this sadness I can- 
not tell—can you, Jim?” 

And Jim would wipe her tears, kiss her rosy mouth again and again 
with a tenderness he rarely felt, and reply to her in a husky voice: 

"I can't, my little darling. It is your love for me, your great love 
which I do not deserve, which sees any greatness in me. I see in myself all 
that is bad whenever I find a moment to think of myself, and the moment 
comes whenever Г have been a brute to you. I am a brute, Lizzie, all of 
me is an untamed brute. I have resolved over and over again to be kind 
to you, but I have failed, as you know, miserably failed. My brute temper 
gets the better of me before I am aware of it. It is a curse, Lizzie, a 
curse that came to me from somewhere, Heaven alone knows. Mv only 
consolation is your love, such an all-forgiving love. But I love you, my 
darling. In my heart of heart, I have a great love for you which my 
brute temper spoils in its expression. Forgive me, sweetheart, forgive me, 
out of the largeness of your greater love, out of your love which is like an 
angel's in its sweetness." 

Then his wife would say, twining her arms around his neck, and look- 
ing into his blue eyes with her glistening gray ones: 

"Don't say that, Jim, don't say to me you are a brute. To me you are 
all that is good, loving and lovable. I do not see your faults, or perhaps 
Ilove even your faults. When you make me weep and cry, my pain is 
more for the fear of losing vou, Jim. That is another queer idea that 
makes me so sad at times. The fear comes upon me that 1 shall lose you 
somehow, some day. I do not know why it comes but it does, and makes 
me so sad, oh so sad." And she would burst into fresh tears. 

All these tender memories of his wife's love for him woke up in his 
heart as Tim thought of her, and a gush of tears wetted his cheeks. This 
weakness made him start. He called it weakness, these tears for his wife's 
love and his for her. It also made him think why he wept at all now. 
Weeping had through all his life been so foreign to him, foreign to the 
average Englishman. He had never wept before and even when his eyes 
moistened, out of his contrition for his wrongs to his wife who made it the 
keener by her love and forgiveness, he used to feel somewhat ashamed of 
it, although he could not control it at the time. At all other times he be- 
lieved in and was proud of the insular stiffness of his English fecling and 
temperament. None in the world had ever seen him shed tears or show 
emotion except his wife. 

But now, he said to himself, what a change had come so suddenly upon 
him! It had changed his whole being, nature and temperament. Now he 
felt like weeping at the least excuse, he felt like weeping all the time, He 
wept even to his servant, Mithoo, wept like a child. But did he not feel 
all the better for the weeping? Не did not feel ashamed. What a change, 
what a change! “What a magician 1s the Yogi!" he exclaimed, “what a 
moral alchemist! I will go to him and sit at his feet to be fully awakened, 
and nothing can prevent me." 

He had arrived at the door of his house without knowing it, but his 
horse knew, and had stopped. 
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For all answer Jim kept caressing her. 

“I told you of my premonition, Jim,” she spoke again as tears roll 
down her cheeks and her voice trembled with fear, "the premonition that 
vaguely haunted me that I would some day lose you. 
is in the full force of its clearness 


That premonition 


now. It comes to me forcibly that 


But whatever may happen, should it happen that 


Jim looked away from her and kept staring at the other end 
room. His heart was trembling with tenderness, but he felt his resolu 
And feeling it, he felt that the Yogi had filled 
him with the force of will born of his soul-consciousness, which was 
calm as it was invincible to 


you leave me, the world will be all dark and empty without you, Jin 
Don't go, don't go, don't leave me,” 


of tl 
i 


ny worldly power. His wife caught this ii 


him unconsciously, and said in a calm tone, at which Jim was и littl 


“Tim, tell me the whole story from beginning to end. Whatever ma 
happen, I must know the facts which have so suddenly changed you. | 
have a right to know it, Jim, and do not fear, but tell me all. Т will b 
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fferings that we knéw that herem iay some mysterious court For 
the fruit and Howers and thé po pol profus vin 
‘These gifts are not at all worth) ‹ idi th ari poor 
that we are ashamed to give them to vou We do so ontv because vou are 
so kindly interested in Japanese flowers and poems." Then our hosts 
hesitated, a hesitancy which seemed to m even they could not r« 
laa] 


press fro heir speech the value which the simple cakes 


held for th 


"You are our first American guests and we wish to give vou something 


of honor," thev said. “We take great p 


the table of the Empress." 


cakes, for they were once on 


easure in giving you 


these 


WESTERN POETS AND HINDOOISM 


By ADELIA BEE ADAMS. 


THOUGH not until within comparatively recent years have the people of 
the West begun to sit up and take more or less positive notice of the pro- 


found rel is philosophy of the older citizens of the earth, yet our 


oets—ez and recent—have ever been holding out to us the beauties of 
the esoteric ethics of the Orientals. But perhaps because they were poets 

| e neol d to tal n $ forgetting that true poets were 
ever seers, as all ancient seers were poets. And perhaps not until we 


have more general knowledge of the philosophy of the old religion, 
shall we be able to really understand our own poets, i i 


most endur ind exalted eloquence—in those flights, the be: 
which mak heart of the reader stand still—must draw their i 
i from the one source—the Universal Light—which they, in 
recognize the Eternal Truth—by all nations sought after 
e of "religion 

Shelly was a es consciously gifted with the real soul 
т, he has hinted in his preface to “Prometheus Unbound.” But 
dimission was but for the few who cared to recognize it. That he 
s a sympathetic student of Hindoo religion is shown througout the 


ire sentiment of that wonderful lyrical drama, as well as in other of 
his writings. His conception of man as: 

"One harmonius soul of many a soul, 

“Whose nature is its own divine control, 

"Where all things flow to all, as rivers to the sea” 


is pure Hindooism. And read again—in “Prometheus,” the dialogue, 
where the “Spirit of Earth” runs to “Asia,” and begins: 
“Mother, dearest Mother, 

May I then, talk with thee, as 7 was wont 

Shelly’s belief in the oneness of all things, as well as his accept 

ance of the doctrine of reincarnation, is 


shown also throughout 
“Adonais 


vat light whose smile Кіп ев the Universe, 


beauty in which û 


things work and move, 
benediction which 


фир curse 


Of birth can quench not 
Wordsworth, too, accepts reincarnation, which is so essentially a part 
of Oriental philosophy. He says 
getting." 

And Tennyson, in one of his shorter poems, entitled “The Mystic,” 
shows an intimate knowledge of and sympathy with the Ancient religion 
Of the "Mystic" he writes: 


“Our birth is but a sleep, and a for- 


+** “Heh 


ranities of after and 


The v 


Alb 


it, his spirit and his secret heart 


The stern experi werse Dives 


The linked 


fiery change, 
Had purified and ch: ted, and made "free." 
Emerson, of course, is claimed 


by the Theosophists, who are striving 
to interpret the Hindoo religion. And Edwin Arnold labored constantly 
to interpret the Eastern philosophy, both in his own conceptions of it, 
and in translations from Oriental literature, 

The majority of the better known of living Western poets continue 
to enrich their poetic outputs with the beauties of thought embodied in 
the religion of the Orient, and doubtless poets to come shall ever draw 
their ethereal imageries from the same source, for what is a poet's mis- 
sion but to express beauty? And what so beautiful as Truth? 


SAYINGS OF KRISHNA. 


НЕ who knoweth himself to be of Me, h bringet м 
himself, but he thinketh himself to be separated from Me. Lo, he 
Me afar off and his soul is ever on a quest which findeth no harbor 
Nor doth he know the shadow that hideth him from the burning sun 
or even the bush in the desert that protecteth him from the sand-storm. 
He that knoweth himself even the self that is of Me, he hath all his 
senses in abeyance and hath not the torturous struggles of the enemies 
that are within his mind. When he seeth himself apart from Me, in 
whom his self is lost, though he knows it not, because of the cloudin 
of the eye of that self which hath not awakened to find itself enthroned 
even in its home, which is I. 
з Sx 


Yea, he that sitteth in the stillness of his soul, knowing Me in th 
fullness of My might, in the immutability of My law and the grandeur 
of My love, he knoweth neither friend nor enemy for he hath been lifted 


beyond the plane where either friend or enemy, good or evil, life o: 


death exists. For him is the rock of the Eternal visible, and the stem 


from which the Tree of Life is sprung is readable, and the spaces where 
stars 


and because of it, he hath absorbed of the wisdom that is ‘ever like a 
cloud about Me. And he that even looks upon that cloud is blessed 
but many times more blessed is he who hath broken them through and 
looks upon the beauty of My Love in its eternal activity 


E 
He who seeth not darkness or light or eyen quality that pro 
duceth them, but hath reached the Rock of Ages upon which all 
these are founded and therefore holdeth only the causes of the light 
and darkness and even the quality that produceth them, he hath 


1 
found himself safe from all that these causes effect, for he hath come 


face to face with the Doer of all that is done and is no longer under 
its laws, and is therefore not disturbed by them. He who is not 
disturbed by joy Or sorrow, by success or failure, or by aught that 


1 


springs from the mind, he too hath beheld the source of all these con- 
that which is of 
earth is as naught, and even that which is celestial is barren, for his 
foundation is the Abode in which My Feet are planted, and lo, that 


ditions and has outmastered them. Yea, for him, 


Abode is the Permanence upon which all creation stands. And be- 
cause he hath reached that footstool, he parteth from his beloved as 
from a breath, and broodeth upon sin and sin's senses as 
breeze, and upon censure and praise as upon the patter ol 
for he is not of breath or breeze or rain, but of Me. He who meditat 
on Me Who is Indestructable and Who is the One Beyond All Quantity 


( 
and Quality, he shall even step over the belt 


where destruction is. 

A sharp-edged sword hung at the side will cut the baby's hand as 
it plays with its sharpness, There again ignorance is punished like sin. 
—From "Krishna," by Baba Bharati. 


Love was My natural gift to one and all of My creation. Who 
this doth know a treasure hath in truth.—From "Krishna," by Baba 
Bharati. 


‘ch are also in his view, for his higher self hath embraced Me, 


A CHRIST-SPIRIT CHRISTMAS IN INDIA. 


BY BABA BHARATI. 


Hinpoo India has a Christian Christmas and a Hindoo Christma 
as well. The invasion of modern NM PANE ideas of the West have 


given young English-educated India a taste of Merry Christmas in its 
merriest phase. Christmas, in the entire C r oe has in our day 
been reduced to mirth alone. "'Eat, drink and be merry” is now the 
motto of the Yule Tide. Christmas, alas, has lost all 1ts Christ-spirit for 
the average Christian. Its very idea in the Western mind is associated 


with presents, turkey roasts, cakes, champagne and a real good time 
Most 2 these Christmas merry-makers do not think of ever going to 
church, even on the Christmas day, few think of the Babe of Bethlehen 
fewer still care to pray at home or in a public place of worship. But 
there is this merry side to this merry Christmas which is universally 
inspiring; even atheists, non-christians, materialists, agnostics and 
nondescripts feel the spirit of Christmas merrymaking. All are agreed 
that the time for a short vacation and unbridled pleasure has come and 
even bless Christ Jesus for it. 

Many English educated young Indians in the presidency cities 
in India, that is to say, in Calcutta, Bombay and Madras, celebrate 
the Christmas of their Christian rulers in the fashion in vogue in 
present-day Christendom. In Calcutta some of these anglicized native 
houses are decorated outside with garlands of marigold in imitation 
of the decoration of English homes. Then some baboos (gentlemen) go 
to some surburban villa and celebrate the birth of Jesus Christ with 
hard drinking of whiskey and champagne, wound up with a feast of 
goat flesh, curries and pilao—rice cooked with goat meat. Some of 
these merrymakers do not enjoy the feast, the “drop too much" robs 
them of the feast of flesh and they are found under the table. Only 
these baboos have no table. The native Christian converts, generally 
drawn from the pariah castes, not only follow this fashion of Christmas- 
ing, bo become rowdy in many cases, to show their fierce love for the 
gentle Saviour of Nazareth. 

Christianity is one of the noblest of religions, but Christianity, 
as it has been introduced into India by its modern apostles, scarcely 
ever inspires any sense of reverence. Most of these native converts 
have taken to it for the impunity with which they can use foods and 
drinks forbidden by the Hindoo religion, while the average Christian 
missionary does not show in his own life any practical spiritual regard 
for his religion or a soulful devotion for his Master in his conduct and 
home life. Hence the Christian missionary is regarded as the greatest 
joke by the devout Hindoo. | 

The Hindoos have, however, their own Christmas, which is a Christ- 
Spirit Christmas unparalleled in the whole world for its practical feeling 
of brotherhood. It is called the Dusserah in upper India, Bombay and 
Madras, and called the Bijayá in Bengal The Dusserah means the 
enth day of the waxing moon of the autumn season which continues 
г two months in India, The word Bijayá means the day of the victory 
of virtue over vice. But it is no celebration of an abstract idea which 
sanctifies the day or inspires the universal good feeling. It is the cele- 
bration of the anniversary of a real event which occurred millions of 
years ago. І am sorry to use the words “millions of years" knowing 
how it has the tendency of unsettling the nerves of the modern West, 
as it is hard for it to believe that the world even existed so long ago, 
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Here comes the tender part of the play of the Divine Rama on earth. 
Though God incarnate, he had to play a human part, quite humanly, 
for human incarnations of the Deity must needs be human, or there 
would be no necessity or raison d'tre of God incarnating in human flesh. 
The whole creation, which is but the materialized will-force of God, 
is at best his play, the scenes of which find their climaxes by the entry 
into the stage of these Divine Incarnations, and are illumined by the 
lime-light of their hallowed actions. Rama, therefore, had to have 
recourse to human methods and means in order to secure his end, that 
of destroying the Evil Incarnate Ravana. 

The means by which he attempted to gain his end was to worship 
Divine Energy or the Spirit Energy of Nature, called Doorga in India. 
Doorga is the consort of Siva. Siva's Spiritual Energy is the Motherhood 
of Humanity.He worshiped her according to the ritual and formula 
given in the Vedas, the God-inspired Bible of the Hindoos, which embod- 
ies Eternal Truths. According to this Vedic formula for worshiping the 
Mother of Divine Energy, he had to worship her with one thousand and 
one blue lotuses, the rarest flower in the world. But he secured the 
one thousand and one flowers and set to worship the Divine Mother 
with her symbolic image of clay placed before him. He worshiped for 
three days, offering a long prayer with each flower, submitted at the 
feet of the Goddess with all absorbing concrentration and loving devotion. 
On the fourth day he found that the last of the one thousand and one 
lotuses was missing. He could not account for it, for he had counted 
them all one by one carefully many times before he commenced his 
worship. There was no mistake about the counting, he was sure all the 
one thousand and one flowers were there and yet one was missing. 
Strange that it should be so! Rama was disconsolate. Not another 
flower could be had. In his distress he meditated to divine the reason 
or probable reason for the missing flower. The inspiration came like 
a flash. His intuition told him that the Divine Mother herself had 
hidden the flower to make his worship ineffective, for according to the 
formula the prayers must be made with the full number of flowers 
enjoined—one thousand and one; one less would make the worship 
ineffectual. 

Here Rama rose to the height of supreme devotion. He would 
sacrafice anything, his life itself, to make good the loss of the last flower. 
He prayed to the Divine Mother with tender devotion unparalleled in 
the history of the ensouled human heart: “O Mother! Thou hast 
hidden the last lotus to frustrate the object of my worship in order to 
withhold the boon I ask for. Thou art al Wise, thou art All Just. 
Who wil deny the wisdom and justice of your actions? But I will 
supply the place of the flower to make my worship complete, if you will 
be so kind as to accept the substitute. All the people call me "'Blue- 
Lotus-Eyed," and I will offer one of my eyes at your feet—do thou, 
O Mother, accept it in place of the flower, out of your kindness for this, 
thy humble devotee." 

And Rama took up an arrow and with its point was about to take 
out his right eye to place it at the feet of the image, when before the eyes 
of the thousands of spectators, the Divine Mother manifested herselí 
in the clay image. The clay became all flesh—living, quivering flesh. 
And, with both her hands, the living image caught the hand of Rama 
with which he was about to tear out his right eye, and drew him to her 
bosom and said to him with all the tenderness of all the Universe that 
was within her, “О my Rama, my dearest child! Thou hast won my 
grace with thy supreme, all-sacrificing devotion. I did steal the lotus 
you missed, not with the object of depriving you of the boon you asked 
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THE BABA IN THE WEST. 


CHAPTER ІП 


IN PARIS. 
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their mind. It is at once the cause of their greatness as well as their 
downfall. Asa people they can be depraved, as they are now in m 


of their tastes, but full of possibilities too. Just now most 


Parisians in especial, 


: : х 
of them are plunged in mate 


but in religion the people are Cat 


they can never lx 
Protestants. 


AN ALL-ABSORBING SEARCH FOR PLEASURE. 


Going along the Boulevards on the Bois, or strolling about the 
Tuileries Gardens and Champs Elvsé е instinct of ап all-absorbing 
l'uileri Gard 1 C! D | et the instinct of an ТЕЛІ me 
search for pleasure present in every man and woman sickened me. A 


people with such a past and such splendid possibilities in future ought 


to know better than to glory in being fops and flirts and votaries of fash 
ionable dresses and luxurious eating. And vet, barring such thonghts, 


they present a very brilliant scene whenever you look at groups of these 
fashionable Parisians sitting outside a café around small tables sipping 
their cheap wines and chatting gailv. They seem very polite and kind 
hearted, too, with the almost Eastern features of their faces and an invit 
ing gentleness of look in their countenance and eyes. 


FELT MORÉ AT HOME IN PARIS THAN LONDON. 


In France, oddly enough, I felt more at home than in England, 
though I could not talk a word with the Frenchmen. It seemed to me 
they have some sort of affinity with Hindoos, which I also mark in th 
manners of Irishmen. Му hostess, Mme. Mason, had a mixed individ 
uality all her own. Born Irish, she is a citizen of the United States, nat 
uralized in Prance. Her warm-hearted hospitality was prompted by 
sincere belief in a cosmopolitan creed and conduct. Of all the won 
I had yet met in the West, she was well worth knowing and the pleas: 
est study. i 


1s comfortable and to feel at home. she strove, as 


honour of the West from the least breath of tnfavo: 


it were, to save 


able Eastern criticism. No wonder her endeavor was a brilliant success, 
as these line su ill show 


D 


From Paris to the sea was a rail ride through one whole о n, th 
verdure of which was so deep-coloured that eyes almost refused to 
believe tl th ing scenes on both sides were not artificial. Franc 


is the garden of Europe, and a wonderfu 


culture. 


garden it it—of Nature and 


LOVE AND WISDOM. 


BY H. AYLMER HARDING. 


Life is a path to victory. Every hour 

Is but an onward st p to future power. 
Life has no failures; 
Draws mystic influer 


'very soul who tries 

's from the skies, 

Measures his might 'eainst fearful odds and wins, 
Proving God-given mastery o'er his sins 

Man is potentially at heart a king, 

Master of Life and lord of everything. 

Let him but dream and dare and constant do 
Each daily duty till his dreams come true. 

And thus live on content from day to day, 

To prove in Love's sweet service Wisdom's way. 


HAVE YOU LOVED?* 


и. 

Love! With all your heart love somebody. If you do not care to 
love God, love somebody. But do not humbug yourself that you are lov- 
ing the right way if not loving from the heart. And I will tell you how 
you will know as to whether you are humbugging yourself. If you love 
somebody with all your heart, with all your soul, “from the bottom of your 
heart," you will find that that realm which is in the bottom of your heart, 
the love-realm, will shine forth through your mind, will shine forth, and 
it will go to everyone, everyone; and you will love all, all, by and by, be- 
cause the door has been opened and the love that is within you will shine 
forth and you will bless the man, bless the object, whom or which you 
have loved so whole-heartedly, that you have loved with all your being 
with all your soul. You will bless that object or that man, because that 
man or that object has been the cause of the opening of your love-nature 
which will go to everybody. You will find the more you love the greater 
the reward; that it fills you with the happiness which, again, is the attri- 
bute of that love; the happiness that never will cease, the happiness that 
will flow from within out, the happiness that will thrill through every 
fiber of your being, that will fill every cranny and crevice of your being; 
the happiness which will illumine you entirely and you will feel that you 
are independent of everything on earth ; indey endent, because you are not 
dependent any more for your happiness on any external things if you are 
happy from within. You know, moments come when you are so happy 
that you do not like to talk even to your best friends or your best beloved 
on earth. You want to shut the door of your room and just lie down and 
enjoy this rare happiness that is filling your being. You want to be alone, 
alone. Comes this happiness to every mortal in life; it may be but a few 
times in life, but it does come. It is the messenger of God. И is God's 
messenger to even his worst and most strayed children. You cannot do 
without love, You must function that altitude of your real heart; but love 
with your whole heart. 

HOW TO LÉARN TO LOVE. 

You may ask me a question; you may say, “How to love. Some of us 
have tried to love but we cannot love. How is it we cannot love? We 
want to love. In the way that you tell us, we want to love; but how is 
it that we cannot love?" А very pertinent question, very natural ques- 
tion, very practical question. I sympathize with any of you that would ask 
the question, with my whole heart. But the answer is simple; if you will 
accept from me a little hint, you will get a key that will unlock the mystery. 
That key is, take half an hour—or I had almost said an hour; but I dare 
not, you are so busy. I dare not, you are so tremendously busy! You 
are stich busy do-nothings! I say “busy do-nothings,” because you do 
not attend to your best business of life. You are busy with the business 
of your orter encasement, with the encasement that will be thrown into 
a wooden box and put under the earth, with perhaps a tear, a real tear, 
tear of love; or maybe with only a tear of the love of the senses, or love 
of the matter-fed mind, yes, the matter-fed mind. Take an hour, or 
half an hour—you are all so busy, busy. You say, “We have no time,” 
But my Sir Man or Madam Woman, I can tell you that you humbug your- 
selves when you say “We have no time.” If you want to give proper 
attention to your real interest, the interest of your real self 


*Verbatim report of sermon delivered extempore by Baba Bharati in the Krishna 
Temple, 730 West Sixteenth Street, Los Angeles. 
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which you unconsciously designate by saying, "I;" if you reall; 
care to know the interests of that real self—the soul ought to be 
your first interest—then you will rise an hour before you do—or perhaps 
you need not be an earlier riser; you will get it out of this business which 
has hypnotized you. Get the half-hour or the hour, in the first breath of 
the morn, before you even take your breakfast. Take the half-hour, or 
hour, and then try to think what you are; and if my suggestion helps you, 
I will be so proud to know it has done so. Try to know, try to think, 
that you are your soul; that your soul’s interest is your first interest 
Then concentrate your mind upon that soul, which is, as I have said, the 
part of God in you, the part of the all-pervading God, the God that pe: 
vades all creation, and that God that pervades you is love; and that 
part of God that pervades you is your soul, and that is the soul that wi 
call “I.” Try to turn your mind іп by thinking of that soul, that home of 
love, the home of the thing that you are seeking in this life. You are try- 


ing to find out love, or its attribute, happiness; trying to find what you 
call pleasure, joy; but you are trying to find that happiness which will 
never fade, never cease—and you haven't found it. Not even the better- 
conditioned persons of the world, better-conditioned in the world's good 
they, even, have not found it. They are always trying to get new sources 
of happiness, new objects of happiness; so they are also in the same con 
dition as you are. So, like the rest of humanity, you are trying to find that 
trying to find that happiness ; and all of us from creation down to our day, 
all of us, are trying to find it. And many have found it. But you, you 
have looked outward and not found it, because the thing is within vou, 
is within you. "That soul which is your real being is the home of that un- 
broken happiness, which, because of its unbrokenness, because of its ex 
quisite taste, is called bliss. 


005, 


LOVE LOVE, THE GREATEST GOD, 


Yes, concentrate upon that, for half an hour, upon what is called thi 
soul—which is a part of the soul of the universe. Аз I have said, it per 
vades the universe and pervades you, a connected part of the univers: 
Therefore concentrate upon that soul. If that does not suit you, concen 
trate on Christ, concentrate on Buddha, concentrate on Krishna, concen- 
trate on any other radiant expressions of God, radiant expressions of the 
Universal Love, of the all-pervading Love; radiant expressions, more га 
diant than their brother men. Try to concentrate upon any of thes 
radiant expressions, radiant human expressions of God, whatever, who 
ever, appeals to you. 

But even if none of these incarnations appeal to you, then concentrate 
on the word “Love.” You understand that word “love,” with all its mean 
ings, with all its blessedness. None need to tell anybody what love is 
Intuitively everybody knows what itis. Intuitively everybody knows ; and 
if that body cannot express it, he feels it, he knows it. It is its own il 
luminator; it is its own interpreter. Try to concentrate on the word 
"love," on the sentiment “love;” the love that is the purest, the love that 
knows no enemy, the love that knows nothing but friends; the love that is 
a friend of everything, that is the manifestation of friendliness, that is the 
parent of peace, that is the parent of all that is lofty, all that is good, all 
that is soothing, all that is thrilling, all that is entrancing; all, all, that you 
want to call good and agreeable to you. That is the word “love” with all 
its deep meanings. On that word “love” concentrate half an hour, dear 
friends. Only half an hour, if you cannot give one hour. 


these great luminaries of the mental world, these incarnations, 
book, the Bible or the Krishna Book or the Book of Buddha; take any, 
any book Perhaps vou cannot concentrate too long, because vou are not 
accustomed to it—you will get wearied of it and give it up. Then take 
ome poems: take some book that breathes of this love, and a little of 
the rest of the time employ your mind on it, 
Daily, daily practice it and you will be filled with the strength of lov 
very day, with the 1 1 will be filled; and you will not 
] el better as voi path, but vo will be able to 
love hers better than You will also to get 
tl D ork with a ell toned 1 irt and body. 
| the best toni ient ples, do it, 
] t iki а а “ f thıs tonic ever morning tor at lez hour. Mam 


it three or four hours during the dav, but they have, fortunately, 


ore leisure than you. Leisure you have abolished in this country. But 
t vives an hour at least to this practice and he is the better for 
if ves his life better, comparatively better. You may say that he 
may be spiritual, but he is not independent; but he alone knows what 


ndependence is: he alone is independent who is independent of his undis- 


iplined mind. He who has mastered his mind is the only free man. И 


whatever the unisciplined mind prompts him to do he does, then he is a 


brought from Africa or men ever held 


rse slave than all the slaves vou 


rression. ‘The worst of all slaves is the one who is slave to his un- 


ined mind. But one who is master of his mit 


1 


‚ one who has dis- 


by his consciousness 


ciplined his mind by this love that grows with him, 
filled with the strength of that love, is a greater master than all the masters 
who wear a crown. 

"IS NOT A MYTH. 

Just concentrate upon that every day, dear hearts, every day. It will 
grow, Every day it will grow. Every day, if you take care to do it every 
day, every day. It will grow, grow, and you will find the door of the 
heart is opening; the door of the soul is opening wider and wider and 
wider and flooding vour heart and mind with its radiance, with its life, with 
its strength, with its wisdom; and the world, you will find, will burst 
upon you with a new meaning in it, the world which is vaster than the 
small world that you knew of before. And then in that world you will 
live independent of the outer world, and then you will go among men 


and women and they will see the glory peeping out of you from every ` 


pore of vour body. 

It is not а myth, it is not a myth, it is not some make-believe. It is 
true. I tell you from experience. It is true. And hence it is that who- 
ever gets it wants to give it, to give it. Of himself give it, give it, because 
it is a treasure which nobody can enjoy alone; he cannot help it, it runs out 
of every pore of his body, it wants to go out and envelop everybody, en- 
velop every soul, give it to every soul. Therefore T am telling it to you, I 
am telling it to you; therefore I want you to take share of it, it is within 
you that it exists. I only am pointing out where the greatest treasure 
of life exists, this treasure which is absolute love, this treasure that is the 
only thing, the greatest thing, the greatest treasure, happiness and bliss of 
life; that which makes life happy as none other can, that which will make 
you the lord of all created things, lord of all that men care for, Be- 
cause, you will not care for all these things. You will be happy from with- 
in yourself—happy ! the happiest mortal that ever drew breath under God's 
sun, on God's earth. 
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COME, BABES, TO TH MOTHER ! 
| i e tl Y 1 rts! | T 
nt t © 1 | 
| ar fr | l 5 ҮН Пе sug 
gest | | M | t n | › р ) Hive 
In. t Г ( n 1 i ( lh ness \ { | 
4 теат | ( | | um I 11 I il M 
| my Lot S 165 un a ttl Г T but I ha heard the 
y 1 Мой га! € t | al h no 
nt li! | ld; plavin wav trom n Мої! í 1 
iv Mother 5 | e: ft I | hna M I other, | | 
mad th my pl ıd the Lord, the God e Mother 
Т 11 Come, children ! me, cl ren, i { 
VI ( la md drin} f the nect: f mv b t | 
mes fron heart! ( at the bread ] 
Late K MT Моћ: Mother D 
| 1] Г illin 1 he $ Ll id been, 18 son ) 

1 ire, heedless tl \ sorbed in my play, I never heard | 

1 by 1 thie 104 1 G by ti race f the b 

E ot m lif tual y ie n ittention was turned 1 t | ( 

$3 the call and Іт hed to n Mother | | rs | la b 
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5 better becat's the s ( ince tl e C mil ( 
little better And tl at is why 1 am crvtt er our to vou all. | tak« 

Б crv of our Mother, and I want vou all to come to the Mother, and she will 
feed von as never have vou been fed She will rive vou the drink that will 
satisfy all vour thirst. Come, come, © babes of my Mother, suck of 
breast and eat out of her hands! And you shall be happy as never 

=: i ou been happy. This is the only reason for which I am talking to vo 
| | wish that vou will hear the call, even as I have heard, and vou shall rea 
` | lize all that T have said to-night 
i 
1 | THE LOTUS. 
| BY TORU DUTT. 
` Love came to Flora asking for a flower 
| That would of flowers be undisputed queen 
| The Шу aud the rose, long, long had been 
Rivals for that high honot Bards of power 
| Had sung their claims. “The rose сай never tower 
i ІШ Like the pale lily with her [uno mien” 
| “But is the lily lovelier?" ‘Thus between 
Flower-factions rang the strife in Psvche's bower 
“Give me a flower delicious as the rosi 
And stately as the Шу in her pric 
‘But of what color ?’"—‘Rose-red.” Love first chos 
Then praved—"No, lily-white—or, both provide ;" 
And Flora gave the lotus, 'rose red" dved, 
T And “hly-white’—the queenliest flower that blows 
| = 
| The maid who plaits shining tresses, m so doing may be we 
a net of vanity in her soul. This by ignorance of self тау be broie 
| | about though the original motive was pure and good Hence lenoranc 


| is sin!i—From “Krishna,” by Baba Bharati. 


The Happy, Wholesome, Outdoor Life 
WE PROVIDE FOR IT. 


Tents and Camping Goods, Yachting and Beach Goods, Wheel- 

ing and Auto Goods, Outdoor Goods for rain or shine. 
We make to measure hardsome garments of Khaki, 
Corduroy, Canvas and Corduroy-Khaki for both men 
and women. They are strong, cleanly and inexpensive, 

SELF MEASUREMENT BLANKS FURNISHED 
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Send for Cataloguo 


™ Wm. Н. HOEGEE 00., Inc. 
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Hours 1 to 8 p, m ESTABLISHED FEBRUARY, 1902. New Thought Literature T 
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ў Metaphysical Library-Free Reading Room $ 
2 Р Eleanor M. Reesberg, Sec'y. and Librarian. 1 Fa 
A Baba Bharati says: “The Circulating Metaphysical Library and Free Ф 
7 Reading Room is a unique institution which deserves all the support that cultured Los An- T 
i geles can give. Its usefulness will be appreciated by those who have any inclination to en 4. 
i quire into and know the inner meaning of life, its source and mission, explained by brilliant $ 
% minds of the old and new sages whose works are ready for any one's use in this interesting — 4, 
$ Studio, The Library only needs to be known to grant that Miss Reesberg is sure to find + 
$ some day that her single-minded and whole-souled interest and efforts in the service of the 2 
$ soulful public have borne the looked-for results.” + 
+ Room 611, Grant Bldg, 355 S. Broadway (take elevator), М, W. Cor, Fourth and Broadway, % 
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BUY WALL PAPER NOW 


We have bought 3 stores and 1 factory, 7 carloads of wall paper, new goods, will be 
sold less than factory price; 7%с paper, 3c; 15c paper, 7*ác; $1 paper, 250; $1.75 paint, $1.25 
per gal.; soc window shades, 25c. Special prices on burlaps. Now is the time to save money. 
$ Telephone or write for samples. Е. J. BAUER, 517 S. Spring St. Main 4604. Home F7671. 
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STORIES OF INDIA 


oral, Mystical, Spiritual and Romantic | dê s 


№’ и” | A Wonder in Thought, Style and Diction 


BY ROSE REINHART ANTHON 
FIRST SERIES—PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 
"'Stories of India' has the universal note that appeals to all races and climes 
and ‘defies the tooth of time."—Current Literature 


To be had of The Krishna Home, 730 W. 16th street, Los Angeles, Cal.; C. C. Parker, 246 
$, Broadway, and the Metaphysical Library, 611 Grant Bullding, Los Angeles, Cal.; 
Brentano's, New York; Old Corner Book Store, 27-29 Bromfield street, Boston, Mass.; 
S. N. Mookerlee & Co., 12 Sakrapara Lane, Calcutta, India, 
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elegant and lux- 
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the United States 


The Most Popular 
GRILL in the City 


LOOMIS BROS, 


PROPRIETORS 


Fil out this 
Coupon and Mail 
with $1.00 (Money 
Order, Bill or 
Check) to Man- 
ager, LIGHT OF 
INDIA PUB. CO., 
730 West Sixteenth 
St., Los Angeles, 
Cal. 
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When the Remington Typewriter offers 
something new to the public, the public knows 
without being told that it's something good. 


New Models Now Ready 


Remington Typewriter Company, 
| 17 South Broadway, Los Angeles, Cal 
325-327 Broadway, New York. 


Branches everyw here 


Enclosed is One Dollar for which please send 
LIGHT OF INDIA for one year from this month. 
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—Orienlal Review 
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rishna: A History of the Universe 
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KRISHNA HOME, 730 West 16th St., Los Angeles, Cal 
OLD CORNER BOOKSTORE, 27-29 Bromfield St., Boston, Mass 
S: PARKER, Bookseller, 246 S. Broadway, Los Angeles. 
THE METAPHYSICAL LIBRARY, 611 Grant Bullding, S. Broadway, Los Angeles, Cal 
С. P. PUTNAM'S SON, 27 and 29 W, 23d St, New York 
JOHN LANE COMPANY, 67 Fifth Ave., New York 
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THE OLDEST SAVINGS BANK IN SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA 


tablished 1885 
THIS BANK PAYS 
ON ORDINARY ON TERM 
3% SAVINGS ACCOUNTS 4% DEPOSITS 
30,500 DEPOSITORS 
ASSETS $8,000,000.00 


OFFICERS AND DIRECTORS 


WM. G. KERCKHOFF, Pres Г. F. SARTORI 


\. Н. BRALY, Vice-Pres M. 3. HELLMAN 

W. D. WOOLWINE, Vice-Pres wW. D. LONGYI I 

CHAS. Н OLL, Cashler Г. H. GRIFFIN, Sec, & | 
UNION TRUST BUILDING i W. WILSON, Asst. í 
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA SAVINGS BANK 

Se ORNER FOURTH AND SPRING 


Staub's--The Place to Buy Shoes 


We carry a line of shoes lor men, women and children that is 
always complete, always the newest and best in style, and always 


the fairest in price. We'll be glad to see you any time 


С. М. Staub Shoe Co, PESAPWAT. COR. ram 


LOS ANGELES, CAL. 
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